
Thefrjl part oft he contention of the two fatocut 

And take my leaue to pofte with fpeede to France. 

exit Somerfet. 

King Come vnckle Glofter.now letshaue ourhorfe. 

For we will to Saint Albones'prefently, 

Afadame,your hawke, they fay, is fwift of flight, 

And we will trie,how r Ihe will flie to day. exeunt cmnet. 

Enter E Inor, with fr I ohn Hum, %oger 'Bullenbrcoke a Cottiurer, 
and<JMargery lourduine a Witch. 

£lmr. Here fir Iohn,take this fcrole of paper here. 
Wherein is writ the queftions you fhall aske. 

And I will ftandvpon this Tower here, 

And h«are the fpirit what it faies to you, 

And to my queftions, write the anfweres downe. 

She goesvp to the Tower. 
fir 1 ohn. Now firs begin and caft your fpels about, 

And charme the fiends for toobey your wills. 

And tell Dame £lnor of the thing foe askes. 

Witch. Then Roger Butlinbrooke , about thy taskc. 

And frame a circle here vpon the earth, 

Whilft I thereon all proftrate on my face. 

Do talkeand whifper with the diuells below. 

And coniure them for to obey my will. 

S he lies downe vpon her face. 
Ruilenbrooke makes a circle. 

Bullen Darke night, dread night, the filcnce ofthe night, 
Wherein the Furies maske in hellifo troupes, 

Sendvp I charge you from Sofetuslake, 

The fpirit esfskalon to come to me. 

To pierce the bowclls of this centricke earth, 

Aud hither come in twinckling of an eie, 

Aihalon, Afcenda, Afcenda. 

It thunders and lightens, and then the fpirit 
rifeth vp. 

fpirit. Now < Bu/lenbrooke } whatwouldftthouhaucmedo? 

’Sullen, Firft,of the King,what fhall become of him? 



tjonjtsf) I 

A frit The Duke vet liues that ^enry fhall depofe. 

Yet him out liue,and die a violent death. 

Bullen. What fate awaits the Duke of Sufto..<e. 

Onrite. By water he (hall die, and take his end. 

%nlUn Whatfhall betide the Duke of Somei fet • 

(hint. Let him ihun cattles, fafer foal he be vpon the fandy 
plarnes, where caftles mounted ftand- 
Now queftion me no more for I muft hence agame. 

1 He finkes downe againe. 

'Bullen. Then downe I fay, vnto the damned poole. 

Where Pluto in his fine waggon fits, 

Ridm" amid ft the fingde and parched fmoakes. 

The Rode of Dvtas by the riuer Styx, 

There howlc and burne for euer in thofe Hames, 

Rife Iordane, rife, and ftay thy charming fpells: 

Sonnes, we are betraide. 

£ nter the Duke of Yorke and the duke of B uckingham 
and others . 

Yorke Come firs, lay hands on them, and bind them fure. 
This time was well watcht:what Madame, are you there? 

This will be great credit for your husband, 

That you are plotting treafons thus with Coniurers, 

The king fhall hauc a notice of this thing. 

exit Tflnor aboue. 

‘Bnek- Sechere my Lord what the diuell hath writ. 

Yorke Giue it me mv Lorcfile focw it to the King: 

Go firs, fee them faft loekt in pnfon. 

exit with them. 

Buck. My Lord, I pray you let me go pofte vnto the K-ing, 
Vnto Saint Albones,to tell this newes. 

Torke Content.aTvay then, about it ftraight. 

Buck. Farewell my Lord. 

exit ' "Buckingham . 

Yorke Who’s within there? 

Enter one. 

One. My Lord. 

C , rorkt. 





